attendants came to know a certain leaden look about
the face that always foretold the end.
In spite of the rains the whole entrenchment was
still reeking of ordure, carrion, and offal. So far as
possible all offensive matter was thrown into deep
pits and covered up with earth, but cattle still broke
loose from time to time and were killed in the most
exposed positions, from which their carcases could
not safely be removed, while the offal from the
slaughterhouse on the west face was simply thrown
over the defences, since labour was so scarce, and
left to rot outside. The flies were still increasing,
making it impossible to sleep during the day,
blackening the tables, for ever falling into the food,
and causing, besides discomfort, disgust at the
thought of what they were breeding on. One of the
officers at the Brigade Mess used to amuse the ladies
by rolling himself up in a mosquito net before
sitting down to dinner.
Personal cleanliness was not easy to maintain.
Owing to the hasty concentration in the Residency
position most of the garrison were short of clothes.
There was plenty of well-water but little soap, and
almost all the native washermen had deserted,
while the few that were left did the work badly at
excessive prices. Some of the officers possessed one
flannel shirt each, which they washed themselves
when off duty, and hung up to dry, though in the
damp ilionsoon weather the moisture seemed to
cling to the stuff. Most of those who had white
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